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SLOPER’S MASTERPIECE. 

“‘ Unfortunate Royal Academy! Why do the Committee periodically endeavour to stifle real Art? The rejection of Poor Pa’s picture, they must now 
admit, was a mistake. True genius is bound to rise to the surface. Poor Pa is like a balloon. Instead of gas, though, he is chock-full of genius. No amount of 
silting on will prevent his rising. His ‘Worship of Bacchus’ will, I feel sure, prove the picture of the century. ’Tis true, Mr. McNab, who has lately been 
endeavouring to pose as a teetotaler, was a little bit nettled at first at finding his own personality introduced ; but he is now its chief admirer.”—Toortsie. 

BILLIARDISMS.—(Second Dose.) THE LANDLADY OPPOSITE. 

‘ 5 wetatel eet Anpeh mts mar of Na 
‘ ¢ men, calli theusealtes Dersdced and Hawion, with whos 
3 appearance he somehow did not feel quite satisfied, and he 
Me erefore asked Mrs. Boucher, who kept a ree 
\ op ag ed kindly keep an eye on their p lings. 

~ le being a bit slack, Mrs. Boucher stood warming her- 
) eelf in the sun on the threshold of her premiscs on the morn- 
} ing of the 6th, when she saw the two new tenants enter the 


empty house, and a short time afterwards she saw them 
on g the parlour windows. Not long after this she saw a 

ird man approach the house and knock at the street door, 
hale was partly open. He entered, and the door was 


c 

As she stood watching, it seemed to her there was a great 
noise of scuffling in the e over the way, and, crossing 
the road and listening, she heard the cry of “murder,” as 
though from a hoarse, faint voice, Presi y deep groans, 
In some trepidation she applied her eye to the keyhole, and 
through it saw two men dragging a third down the ccllar 


v AA stairs. ‘ 
x SF On this she screamed loudly for help, saying, “They are 
. Gt i Se w® murdering a man!" She then knocked loudly at the door, 

and called on the people who had gathered round to break 
it open ; but they hung back, afraid to interfere. Enraged 


by their cowardice, she burst open the window, and was for 


130 


entering the house, when Newton jumped suddenly out of the first 
pair of stairs window and attempted to run away. However, a cry 
of “Stop thief!” was instantly raised, and a very few yards off he 
was captured, When the other rascal ap , Mra. Boucher her- 
self seized him by the throat and dragged him across the to 
hor one house, where he was kept in custody until the constables 
arrived, 

The house of mystery was then rearched, and in a back cellar 
was found a young man, bound and nearly choked to prevent his 
crying out. His name, he stated, was James Watts, and he was a 
collecting clerk in the employ of Messrs, Smith, Wright and Gray 
bankers. The object of his visit was to obtain peyment for a bill 
of exchange, which had been lying at the bank, and was made 
payable at No. 21 Water Lane. 

At the trial, Watts, who was a Quaker, aged only eighteen, would 
not, according to the doctrines of the particular sect to which he 
belonged, take an oath, then required by law in such cases, 80 that 
ee rested chiefly on the evidence of the valiant 

jandlady. 

He stated, however, that he had been robbed of his pocket-book, 
containing money and valuables, and there was no doubt that they 
would have murdered him had not Mrs, Boucher come to his assis- 
tance. When he knocked at the door he was admitted immediately, 
and no sooner was the door closed on him, than he was seized by 
Durnford and Newton, whoattempted to gag him and forced him 
downstairs. Fearing their intention was to murder him, he, by» 
tremendous effort, succeeded in getting away from them and 
rushed to the street door; but finding it locked, he was unable to 
offer any further opposition to their violence. His smothered 
cries fortunately alarmed the brave woman who came to his 
rescue. His pocket-book contained £4000. 

There was not a shadow of a doubt as to the guilt of the 
concoctors of this diabolical plot, who were executed on the 22nd 
of November, 1780. 

A somewhat singular fact connected with the Quaker Watts, is, 
that he, a year later, was himeelf convicted of robbing his em- 
ployers, and was sentenced to two years imprisonment. 

hd ° ° ° ° ° 
LAITEST. 

this iss wurse nor orfle. iff i doant old onter the worl til the 

deming boi pul orf alft off my legg, i must goe down an fite im. 


(Neat week: “A Spy.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Quite a _little wonder, FASHION; You had better have him 
trained, Iky's on the spot, INFORMANT, If there's ish to be 
eras By-and-by we may do, PHILIP. Thanks for cutting, 

*.8.J. No; it doesn't matter, WOBBLES, You can see them any 
aey: Very awkward for you, FWEDDY, You must find another 
flat. SLOPER's pride, ATTENTIVE READER, Never sould assent 
to that. You mi. ge him, G. G. BALLARD, Not the ¢ 
slightest, Gavren. It's a happiness, F.C, Thank you very muc! 
CONTENTED ; Zell us what it ts to be. 
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“ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1e. 8d.; 6 Months, Se. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
dn Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
seeped shall to mect 


(Railway Servants on duty ¢ 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to 
which they 


United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
i" Lasts one ore hat. time, expiring at 9 o'oleck the 


—_————— 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
— 


Wife. John, my dear, I want to buy something, and I haven't 
got quite enough moncy for it, will you help me make it up? 

Husband. Yes, dear ; how wuch is it? 

Wife. It will be ten shillings, and I've got all but the one. 

Husband, Then you've got nine—— 

Wie. No, dear; I've got the 0. . 


s 
THE poetic mind is not to be any time debarred by a sparse 
suicaalarr, He was only a humble welcher, and he described the 
star-lit sky as being like “a convicts canvas shirt, sprinkled with 
new Hanover Jacks.” *° 


Friend (to Budding Physician). Well, old chap, and how do you 
like your profession?’ Working very hard, ch 

‘Budding Physician. Hard, did you say? 1 should think I do. 
It’s killing work, and no mistake. 

Friend, Killing, is it? Ah, well, you're pretty candid about it 
anyhow, old man! It isn’t every doctor who'd admit as much, 

ee (ELexplanation, 
& 


Eacu year the awful task is ours, | 
Which does our heartstrings wring, 
Of reading all the awful trash 
Some people write on Spring. 
ss 


s 

Gua. Hallo, Fwed, deah boy, why are you wearing that bowler? 
Wheah is your high hat, deah boy? : 

Fired. To tell the twooth, Um economising, old man. You see, 
ina bowler hat one can wide third-class and give the waiter a 
penny, and it saves a lot, don’tyerknow. 

es 


a 

Mrs. Brown. Johnny's godfather has made him a present ofa 
real pistol. Only fancy ! 

a om What afunny thing! What did he do that for, I 
wonder 

Mre. Rrown. I'm sure I don’t know’ but he was always pre- 
judiced against the poor, dear boy. 

ss 

Edito~, 1 want an article written on How to Make Fowler fey. 

Contributor, Well, you'd better ask the man who does the fishing 
stories, then; he's the best liar on the staff. 


ALLY SLOPER’S. HALF-HOLIDAY. 


° 


A We y 
LS  pouintty 


NV © See 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 533.—The “Uganda” Costume. 


The latest walking stiek, in different 


ioc one — rie t a fire 
a ‘ou 
woods, Price to suit all mankind. dal 


with it after that.” 


Swell. Smithson has made a fool of himself again 
Second firell, What has he done this time ? 
Swell. Why, he's fallen in love with his own wife. 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 4-—Dickens (Dick ends). 


BEL 


(Saturday, April 23, 1894, 


Mrs, Knowall, I have only one picce of advice to give you, m 
dear girl, on your entry into the world, and that ia are aay 
celanion whatever marry a commercial traveller. 

The Debutante, Gracious! why is that, Mrs. Knowall? 

Mre. Knowall, Why, my dear, it’s just this: if he can’t talk 


faster than a woman, and it up longer, he’s no good in hi: 
business, and won't earn bi and c foamy if he can, ‘hy, ul 
course, your domestic happiness is ruined. 


s 
“WELL,” remarked the artist accused of making away with his 
rich uncle, as the jury retired to consider their verdict, “ I've often 
awaited the decision of the hanging committee with anxiety, but 
there's an amount of excitement ut it this time that I don't 
exactly take to.” *,° 
Dector's Wife. Tommy is sickening for the measles, my dear, | 
had better send him to bed, had I not? 4 
Doctor. Certainly not, my dear! How inconsiderate you are, 
Let us take advantage of the opportunity to give achildren’s party, 
s 


The Old, Bailey. 
Prisoner's Qvunsel. But what [ want to know is this: If the 
| sia ecel stole these things, as you assert, where are they?) What 
become of them? 
Witness, Well, if you axes me, sir, I shud say as how you and 
the prisoner had gone shares in ‘em, 


s 
THE lender takes a lot 
interest, alas ! 


ss 
- eo ll Do you know much about Woman's Rights, Mr, 
He (absent-mindedly), Well not exactly; but ife 
sometilnes uses hor Ich’ pretty, treely. A: ao ate 
Lushington. Did you have a good time the other evening at 
‘s 


Likerton' party 
Mizer. Oh, a fine old time, I can tell yer. 
Lushington. What did me fer after supper? 
Mizer \eepresen/ely). ’s the use of asking me—I was 
ni 


tight before supper was ished, . 


THE thought-reader placed the tips of his delicate white fingers 
on the temples of the gentleman who had been chosen for him to 


ex nt upon. Again an he sought inspiration, but é 
mn, At ee he exclaimed, “I am ‘afraid’ the peatleena is ee 
thinking at all. Are you, sir?” “Oh, deah, no!” replied Cholly 


de Masher ; “{ nevah do, don'tyerknow. 


Just before Breakfast. 
Robinson. ~ by-the-by, Jones, old man, you will respond on 
behalf of the bridesmaids, won't you 
Jonea (breaking out into cold pespiration). What should I have 


to eay? 
Robinson. Only a few words ex 


patiating on the joys of matri- 
mony, and ho; that everyone nt will get and— 
Jones ( 'y). How can 1? How the deuce can 1? Why, 
I'm a mai man and know all about it, you foot ! 


Mra, Ne to husband who has just returned from smoker, 
somewhat ¢ bed) So, here you are, then, at mat you brute, 
specchlens again. 

Mr. Narterty, Yesh, m'dearsh; not like yoush, y’know 
Nothing short of hogsheadsh ever make you speechlesh, wo’ it? 


saree such an ass he could have been, 


marvel it appears 
To him who hears the love notes read 
He wrote in bygone years. 


s 

Muggina. I notice that you never make a—a joke or relate an— 
er—er—anecdote in oar although you write so many for dif- 
ferent papers. Why isit? — 

Sharpley. If you make a joke in | aja one of two things is 
sure to —either some clever fellow steals and improves it 
and passes it off as his own, or else some blatant idiot repeats it all 
over London ina spoiled and mutilated condition, and discredits 
you with making it ; but once in print you are safe, 


Mra, De Lusher. Don't you think dear baby takes after his fxther, 
mamma 

Mrs. De Lusher's Mamma. 1 do, indeed. 1 noticed him prick 
up his ears at once when he heard a cork drawn, 

Millionaire. Believe me, there's nothing like industry for getting 
on in the world. Now, my father was a wonderfully pushing man. 
Envious Acquaintance, He began life pushing a trolly, 1 believe. 


Bouncer had as usual been absorbing the whole of the conver- 
sation in the club smoking room, until at le: little Tunner rove 
toleave. “ Well, sir,” he, as he opened the door, “there's one 
thing I congratulate dey upon.” “Ah, yes. What's that?” in- 
quired Bouneer. ie y, ifever you need to havea tooth extracted, 

receive 


you will not need Indeed! why do you think 
that?” asked the other, an complimentary 
with to his courage. “ you will be able to supply 


your own !” was the reply ; and the door closed with a bang. 


First Man. What's the difference between Brown and Smith 
now? They used to be such good pals recently, and they’re duggers 


wn now. 
Second Man, Oh, that's easily explained. Brown sold Smitha 
horse, *,° 
: He Lala you at all superstitious, Miss Ethel, may | 
inquire 
(promptly). Well, yes, Mr. Hangback, I think I am a little. 
I noticed, by the way, that—er—I had two spoons in my cup at ter 
this afternoon, isn’t that a sign of—er—a wedding? 
[And ten minutes later, she had told him to ask papa. 


2 
WHENE’ER we tell a little joke 
1t always makes us sore 
To find there's someone in the crowd 
Who's heard it all before. 


s 
Mrs. Tittle. So glad to see you looking so well, dear; and how 
is Se husband? Is he out as long at nights as he used to bu? 
rs. Tattle. Oh, dear, no! 
Mrs, Tittle. Of course, he wouldn't be, dear ; 1 forgot—of course, 
the nights are getting shorter now, 


s 
Snipper. Sec that man over there? His wife is the best housc- 
keeper in the town. 
Snapper. Go on! why she’s bedridden. 
Snipper. Well, doesn't that prove what I eid? If she’s bed- 
ridden, she must keep her room, and if she keeps her room, she 
naturally keeps the house, and—— Ough! don't kick so hard. 


ee ey 


Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny- 


LARKS. 
Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
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Saturday, April 28, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE “TIV.” 
1 HAD just 8 odic half-hour with a 


a terous 
publication cal ed “The Yellow Book,” which quite spoilt the end 
of my dinner, and so I 
gladly crossed the road to 
the Tivoli and resolved to 
enjoy myself. 
fou must be hard to 
please if the present pro- 
gramme does not suit you: 
it is excellent. You will 
recollect, 1 dare say, about 
yt jrseig ago the Enfant 
Prodigue that Charles 
Laurie brought to the 
that delight(ul play without 
t ig play wi 
words, but so full of tender 
pathos that only the v 
stoniest-hearted of mortals 
could have sat through 


the 
prodigal infant hero of that 
Z ba ag come back to us 


, and at the Tivoli 
or what is called a 


r : of 
a ddsigy ooh od TET ero 
Mra. P., of course, finds this out, great lousy an re. 
She gives the puters of “the creature” a great, big, 8) teful dig 
with her scissors. She comes to the conclusion that the world is 
at an end, and that there is nothing for it but the death of one, or 
both, or all three ; and she writes him a farewell letter to 


effect. 

But Mr. P. doesn’t quite seo things in the same serious light. 
He is, of course, aeteny sorry he has been found out, and deter- 
mines to be ever so much more careful in thefuture. Meanwhile, 
Mrs. P., like the angel of a woman that she is, begins to repent her 
anger. Possibly she had not of late made her home and hereelf as 
attractive to Mr. P.as she might have for there 


smoothly, and 
you may be sure 
he promises that 
never, never, 
never ! never 
again —— but he 
os the portrait 

ack into his 
pocket. 

After this 
ier esy little 
sketch, which 
was charmingly 
played, and en- 
thusiastically re- 
ceived, Mademoi- 
selle ane mane. 
very archly, a 
laughi sn 
called “Don 
tickle me,” or in 
oatile e me 
chatouillez pas,” 
und then = she 
comically burlese 
ened Sarah Bern- 


help wondering 
how many present had seen Lady Macbeth, or Fédora, or La Tosca, 
or even Sarah Bernhardt herself. 

There was no doubt, however, as to the hit made by the clever 
actress in the story of the Pierrots. Once upon a 1 have 
read, the plot of a pantomimic ballet was almost unintel- 
ligible to caacanaitere of the audience. This is not the case with 
the cortormnane of Jane May, whose pantomimic powers are 
superb, 

have my doubts about the attractiveness of mimicry. Isn't it 
beinga little over done? Mr. any Pleon imitates Barry Sullivan 
as Hamlet. Barry Sullivan is no longer alive, and it is a longish 
and I myself never 


saw him. Mr, Pleon, however, is a really excellent 
— = the Faced of his ene me fairly 
8c ut ust obtain some usiness, 

‘ see Leno is here, and 


Mummy,” go down well ; 
indeed, it would be difti- 


mr aiette em, f wh 

le of whom 
fie public seem unable 
to have enough. Harriet 
Go er stare ch enplaae, 
lor of ap; 
and looks as fine cad 
large as ever. Mr. 

Randall's ditty, 
“ Ours is a happy home, 
fetches them, as does, too, 
_ “T mustn't let her see me 
all at once.” 

The hard - to - be -ac- 
quired art of executing 
“la de écarte” has 
seemingly not been omit- 
ted from the education of 
the Sisters Caselli, whoare 
enthusiastically received. 

lf you want to smile, 

ou should see the 
rothers Griffiths in their 
great lion wreatling epi- 
gode, than which I can 
remember their having 
T —_ ae apo a 
he Tivoli me is @ long one, an ave not room 
‘L tiew gd a apital turns " t aiforded me, much amusement, 

« tight T was there every place was > et there are - 

of people, Lam told, \ oo have never been to a music-hall, 


HARRIET VERNON. 


ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


HINTS FOR HAPPY HOMES. 
“MAKE home attractive for the young men,” says the Rev. Joo 


ing 
Parker. This is h. Fit up your drawing-room as a 
lard table in thavbeiucosun po | lay out the 


law- 
abiding cove, as a rule—who has recent] adband the latiowing 
notice to his lg toes ooads “To owners of cats. This is to give 
slanghier, sori age guing Wo Leop la up Soctae the that con taken 
r, am goin; eep it u ing the myc 
are hatchitg. Ev lessed chick conta as fifteen A as he 
steps out of his shell. I've lost a deuce of a lot of penny 
chickens through cats, though 1 ter mention that a deuceder 
lot of cats have been lost through chicks. Letthem that wants to 
keep cats look after ‘em, and keep ‘em out of the range of my Maxim 
patent cat spifilicator. Yours for chickens, 
J, THRUMPMURKITT.” 
Advice to lent mothers. Daughters of a frisky tendency 
should never be allowed to use any other aap than Pears’. Why? 
Can't os guess? Why, because—according to one fair testi- 
monialist, an eminent actress, who therefore ought to know—it 
keeps the user “ free from chaps.” 
“ Anxious Inquirer” wants to knew what is more disagreeable 
ay Fa ey nursemaid with a crying baby”? Why, it's easy— 


ie y 

Mind and don't crowd Love out of the home. It may be that a 
man can love but one girl in a lifetime, but if he isn’t in a deuce of a 
hurry, and doesn't get tied-up too early, he can have tons and cart- 
loads of fun trying to find out which girl it is, out of the lot, that 
he can really love. 

Never mind anything that the “Thirteen Club” to the 
contrary, there is luck in horseshoes. A woman, living in Saffron 
Waldon, nailed one up against the back-door a month and 
last week her husband eloped with the muaid-of.all-work. He 
hadn't done a stroke of work—save going to race meetings—for 
over & year 

cies ene Coneeieeinenmeet 


NAME! NAME! 


WE know a person who with ense 
Will read whatever work you please 
From Ibsen to Thucydides, 
Tin a a ed 
e' ou 

The worst hantoriing e’er you seed : 
Yet—stravge to eay !—he cannot read 

His own dodgasted name ! 


But, what is more, his pliant quill 

He wields with such surprising skill 

That ought he writes (be't what it will) 
Is worthy of a frame. 

The slightest scrawl that he'll indite 

For gods and men is quite a sight : 

et—strange to say !—he cannot 

His own d name! 


Von! miod: good tender oo parpioc 
our mind, r, OF x 
Your cranium. You shall have an ex- 
Planation of the same, 
Our friend, whose heart is vile and bad 
Exists by crime—how sad! how sad |— 
And so many aliases he’s had 
That he docen't know his name! 


So 


PROGRESSIVE WOMEN. 

“*Deuced rummy thing last sp whilst you were out 

dear,” said Mr. Younghus! as he set down his coffee cup and 

“Oh, ole ron, core?” porloe plane ic carelessly, She 
what was ° 

hardly seemed her own bright self this psner i Something 

to be bothering her, to be weighing on her mind, and her 

OUWhy,” ual Georges, “Jost about half-past eight the 

3 a ¥ as 
" : the’ 7, not the toast-rack, re, aah 


wn greatly animated during 
c asked Tapationtly, as he 
“Well,” he continued, “I could only just make out the address 
as I'd torn the paper 80; but the boy said that he didn't come 
from Snygrim’s at all; didn't know anything about the affairs, 
only that he'd been told to deliver the parcel at the address on the 


cover.” 
“Who did he come from?" asked Mrs. Younghusband. 
“Oh, some ople of the name of—let. me see—Cheviot ; yes, that 
was it—Cheviot. 
“ And the parcel, what did it contain?” 
“Goodness knows!” said George ; 


Cs Oh,” she sobbed, “you don't know what you've done! I've 
anxiously for days, and now I sha'n't 


THE REPLY. 


Ir there ia anything in the wide world that makes a more sweetly 
innocent or delightfully pretty picture than that of a young mother 
fondling her laughing and crowing baby, it is to see her when she 
has pinned her husband into a corner and is listening to his lyin 
explanation about a letter in a feminine hand, which she has foun 
iiaden in the lining of his hat. Yes; or of a wretchedly thirsty 
man trying to get the cork out of a bottle of ale on Sunday, durin 
“closing time,” with two Leen cog and a knitting-needle; ah 
or of a couple of lovers planning out their housekeeping in the 
future. 7'hat's the prettiest picture of all! 

For, as he holds her tiny hands, he conjures up the rainbow-hued 
delusion, under which he is trying to lure her from her nts’ 
roof, where she's generally pretty well cared for, and sits down to 
twenty-eight meals a week without having to concern herself much 
about where they come from. 

“ And, darling pee he goes on, “not only will I lay at your feet 
the devotion of a lifetime, but it shall constantly be the one 
purpose of my life to try and nnticipate your every wish. I shall 
try to dream of fresh luxuries before ever you can think of them, 
and ask no more than a sweet smile whilst I gratify your every wish.’ 

“ How good of you,” she replied ; “and all on—what did you say 
it was, twenty-eight or twenty-nine bob a week?” 


Ci : 

eR 0) ie 

- a] 
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THE DREADFUL ALTERNATIVE. 


— 


dsep woseet ba be dish salient aean cad chine rae ake Whee 
Pp of Big Ben sullenly away, and while the thri 

the final midnight Said * 
“boom!” yet trem- 
bled overhead, the 
freezing atmosphere 
took a more icy 


chill. 

I strode swiftly 
along. The weirc 
solitude hung round 
meee pall, = the 

echo of my 
footsteps seemed but 
to suggest the 
[nog Ae 

some \° 
tom self. 

Hark! Was that 
@ groan? Yes! 
Again—and this 
time with 


] peared 
“5 pm 


the vision grew 
more palpable. It appalled me, 


Leaning upon the 
parapet, Teneath which flowed the murky river, stood a man, 
whose dusky garments hung about him in rags, and upon 
whose h was pressed the ghastly remnants of a once 
tall hat. But the face! It apnallel me! White, seamed, be. ji 
and shrouded in a — mass of unkempt hair, the lurid eyes 
from out the depths of their cavernous sockets gleamed with a 
r and agony awful to witness. 


could raise a smile, The face haunted me. 
in at the same hour I was speedin 
over the same track. My thoughts reverted to the outcast ; and, 
even as | though! 
& groan, deep an 
sonorous in vol- 
ume, cleft the 
stilly gloom, and 
the apparition of 
the previous night 
m confronted 
me! The attitude 
was the same, save 
_— ee bent 
6 tly down- 
7 wards towards the 
swirling river, and 
the look of hag- 
gard despair bore 
a tinge of des- 
perate resolve. 
eget I 
in drew 


once agai 
forth a shilling, 
and touching him 
lightly upon the 
shoulder, Soveed 
it into the half. 
extended palim. 
His eyes for a mo- 
ment scemed to 
>: scan the coin, and 
il = | lI then, with a look 
1H Tl il nit [I - —_ reproach, 
Nah TE We Payee 0 upon my 

face. 

Once more beheld him. It pepe 
1 


hinted 
inward monitor; and with a blush which the night concealed, 
produced an additional aehrcarence: 

Then once ina sudden horror of the thing fell upon me, and 
I turned and 

For a long, long, weary week, the torment of a continual night- 
mare o’ershadowed me. Waking or sleeping, the face of the 
Embankment outcast tortured my vision. at dark mystery en- 
veloped this grim spectre? What dread, unholy deed, loomed — 
Was, perchance, a suicide’s gr—— 

I could endure the strain no longer! Wildly I rushed forth into 
eam eo es ree bars familiar spot—once more beheld him—once 
more listened to the fearful groan! But the face drooped now still 
lower to the eddying stream. 

“Fearful being!” I shrieked, brave by desperation, and gripping 


l a as if 
MN Fa iN 


aes & \ 


oy 1) 


a tattered arm,— 

“ Here ia five, ten, Ta ASI SAA SAD 
fifteen, nay, twenty- ESSN 

two and sixpence ! 
But haunt me no 


aloud thy dread, 
thy fell intent. 
gg dark purpose 


should you have 
oon feel tre 
n 

He _ fac me, 
Was it fancy, or - 
did the semblance 
of a smile flicker 
across that gaunt 
visage 
I felt my arm . 
gripped hard in \ 


he cried in a sepul- 
chral_ voice— 7 
“Swear by all you 
on mscred = by Pas y We 
your hopes of here- SF AGS 7 
Ater—that if 2 hMilth MAC cH 
answer, you will ye ¥ Hel 


the response “Swear!” he cried. 


secret tothe grave.” oe 
From my trembling lips there dropped the words—“ I swear! 
Then he leaned forward and hissec oarsely in my car: 
“ Tshould have had to work!” 
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of the silver- 


we have given him.” 


re ever passing my 


*, 
C) 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


place—well, pass.’ 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER 


ALLY 


“Well, good-bye, old man! and if you 


“Ah, Mra. Mulloon 
in them foreign 
Tm 


“Yes, my deah ; 


—LORD ROSEBERY. 


delighted to receive photographs from those 
whose portratis have not yet been inserted. 


yo 
TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


© Miss Sl 
of her 


other, imagine that after read! 


pil 


HE 


—(4) He has likewise, 
ceiling. 


ing this 
once advises from hia stud 
H 


introduce 
in 80, wae would 


Ssu 


Ff 


aly ila 


ze 


ay 


(iu 


Hae 


i 


for his brother 


boils 
explanation. 
ended thus abruptly, 


. A. SLOPER is 
"tbe interview 


what 
assured 
Sloper,” 
Totignantly, 
nob! 
to speak, “I require no 
he 


3 3 s 
fore 3 


ret th 
TEL if 
ma 


fe 


it Sages 
HEHE 
ERG 


“rhe boot Snook. 
—Lord Bob, 


—The Hon, Billy. 


No, 336.—M1ss ONILDIE STUART. 
“A fairer form, a fairer face, did ne'er this mi; 


grace.” 
Command me, darling ; I am thine till death.” 
“Ob! would that I had some faint chance to win her.” 


disputation carri 
itch-brained 


ie next subject 


(3) After aboot twa hoors 
“Ye pimple-norel, feckless, 
we're past redemption, what’ 


IN A RELIGIOUS DISCUSSION. 


THE ELDER TAKES PART 
(2) The two Elders willingty in with 
the idea, 


that Elder McNab and Elder 


settle their deplored differences on the 


(1) The Kirk Seamon nad 
should 


McWaspie (the Laird) 


basis o° the shorter Catechism. (Carried Nem. Con.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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The Royal ae has its patrons, I know, and so has the New Gallery ; but I rather think that and all will go To see the famous Picture Show :—The heroine of Walter Scott Can now be termed 
my Show is cale to knock spots off them both. What do youthink? Atany rate,I goinfor a legal lot:—Peace with honour ; Diczy’s name Ie still held sacred ; such is fame :—The Duke 
novelty, and am not an admirer of the high-falutin style. Forward :—Sir William Iaremurt no aad the prizes to The “ Queen's” selected, favoured few.—How would our Royal Academicians 
diubt will Easily pass his Bill -— Freemasons will nut complain Because the Prince ia look in the guise ns depicted in my central illustration? It would be rather a novelty, you 
chief again:—A greeting to the Actor-King, Whose praises we shall always sing :—J hope that one — must admit——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A LITTLE TOO YOUNG TO KNOW, 


o%.8 


to 
Tramp. Yah in‘t good lookin’ ‘nuff for anyborly to come 
bhease, ‘copt to mecain an’ Yeiet’ dinner tiene yes by a long onalk! 


“What are a = for, mamma, dcar? Tt isn't raining.” “No, darling; “Small boy, which is the way to Turnham Green?” “Git hout! 
oes it's to save my complexion.” “Why, is it so expensive ri Sy pole i want no Turning Green—yer that a'realy |" 


134 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


ASTROLOGERS have been very busy lately, and the result of their 
labours is the discovery of no less than three new comets. We 
shall not, however, 
have the opportu- 
nity of beholding 
any of the latter 


divided as to the 
date on which any 
of them be 
visible to the 
naked eye of the 
ordi observer. 
It is interesting, 
however, to learn 
that that eminent 
astrologer, A. 
SLOPER, whilst re- 
turning late re- 
cently from ascien- 
tific meeting, ob- 
served a comet of 
remarkable size 
and _ formation. 
His notes thereon 


space doubtless 
has as yet pre- 
vented comment upon them. We await it with interest. 


Let those artists who have had their pictures rejected at the 
Royal Academy take courage. The Eminent has made arrange- 
ments to have them hung on the line at once. Mrs. Sloper’s 
Sunday clothes-line is already at their disposal, 


READERS of that mammoth ha'penny comic, Larks! will be 
interested to learn that an effort is being made by the Ball's Pond 
Banditti to induce Alexandry to become a member of the ruthless 
yang. It is understood that the Blue-Kyed's easy access to 

velina’s money-box is one of the primary reasons, 


THE welcome rain at last. Good biz, for the amount of good it 
has done is almost incalculable. Even A. SLOPER, dweller in the 
City though he is, rejoices. He likes a little wet occasionally. 
Ta-ther! °° 


A NASTY selfish male thing haa been complaining in the news- 
papers of the intluence of the ladies’ journals on the feminine 
ey to extravagance 
n dress. By a constant 
succession of fashion 
plates and articles, he as- 
serts they instil into the 
minds of the fair sex a 
craving for expensive and 
elaborate attire, and 
the unhappy husband or 
father is the sufferer. 
Chere’s a mean charge for 
you, girls, isn’t it? 


& 

Ayers mie of Hirt 
e may still lay quietly 
in their beds. ls is to 
give notice “that the 
mysterious-looking indi- 
vidual who was discovered 
Kd Policeman XXZ, on 
e evening of Tuesday 
last, endeavouring to 
force a bomb-sha ar- 
ticle into the keyhole of 
“The Sloperies"” was rot 
an Anarchist but A, 
SLOPER, in his usual con- 
dition, trying to open the 
front door of “The 
Sloperies” with his bottle 

of “ Unsweetened.” 


oe 1 

THE Kennel Club Show : 
at the Palace could only have been more interesting in one respect 

—vhe inclusion of Snatcher among, the exhibits. 


e 
THE Time-Worn Structure has this op Bg pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon George Robey, because he's a star 
comic, ‘Feyther,” chortled the Txare-Orbea, “it's a pity there 
ain't more comic singers like George knocking about. It ain't 
exactly necessary for 'em to be huniversity coves like ‘im, but 
still, a bit of hedncation does keep ‘em off warbling of fried fish 
and trotters so constant.” And the Agéd agreed 
went out to drink George long life and success in “ Unsweete 
cold, oe 

s 


THAT delightful little operetta, Peggy's Plot, still finds a place 
in the always excellent programme at St. George's Hall; but the 
versatile Mr. Corney Grain has written him a new sketch, entitled, 
al Funny World, and is also responsible for what is modestly 
termed a musical trifle, Walls Ilave Ears, in which he himself ap- 
pears. Mr. Grain’s new sketch abounds, as usual, in good things 
—witty sayings, clever, tuneful songs, and those hard but never ill- 
natured blows which this keen observer of human nature inflicts 


;.and the two 
” 


upon the weaknesses and follies of society. His songs on the 
earnest, realistic drama of to-day and _ the itinerant pen with 
dissolving views, are both convulsingly funny. Walls Hare Kars, 
too, abounds in humour, and completes a most enjoyable pro- 
gramme, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Own of the chief items of the London Pavilion programme, 
although certainly not its most attractive feature, is the mysterious 
Scott, of whom we have heard so 
much in connection with the Ardla- 


mont m a As Scott's o ue 
nities sap ying his abilities are 
Leger to sitting down en a chair 


standing in a sort of cage, 
much cannot be said in his favour 
pale bare it = rp dent 

ing ors ure 
differs v hi a cn has or otuer 
men. Beside Scott, Edward Swan- 


Herbert Camp! Harry _Pleon, 
Eugene Stratton, Harriet Vernon, 
Zwo, and Ada Reeve, 


Prince BisMARox’s private phy- 
sicinn’s “ Message to Fat People, 
has been read by no one with greater 
interest than the Hon. Billy, who is 
going to carry out the instructions 
to theletter, or perish in theattempt. 


s 

NIAGARA, it seems, is to be ban- 
ished from its resting place near 
Westminster, at any rate for atime, 
and, in the course of a few weeks, 
in its place we shall see a real ico 
skating rink. Well, there is no 
reason why a rink of this bp 
tion should not pay, and pay well too. Real ice has an irresistible 
fascination for certain people. It sounds cool, nt any rate, and 
coolness during the summer months is certainly conducive to 
pleasure, whatever may be the pastime we may participate in. 


s 
THE ALHAMBRA me has been strengthened by the 
exclusive engagemen Mr. Carl eka with a new and startling 
illusion, entitled, After the Flood ; justly described as one of the 
greatest sensations in this line ever produced. Messrs. Blocksom 
and Burns—too a couple of very eccentric American Comedians— 
also make a welcome appearance for the first time in England, 


Monday next. Mr. F. Cathcart, the genial secretary, has 
arranged for the occasion a ne which can only be 
characterised as excellent. If the meeting is only patron! as it 
deserves to be, there can be little doubt as to its success, 


THE cricket outlook for the coming summer is more promising 
than it has been for some yenrs past; more 80, in fact, than last 
year, when England’s crack 
cricketers had to contend 
against a strong Australian ele- 
ven. This year, we are threat- 
ened with an invasion from 
another direction. South Africa, 
it seems, intends striving with 
us for the laurel wreath of 
cricket. Well, let them do their 
best. We have nothing to fear. 
As long as we've men of the 
calibre of Grace, Stoddart, Gunn. 
Shrewsbury and SLOPER to fall 
back upon, England, so far as 
cricketing is concerned, 
never fear losing, prestige. 


s 

The New Boy has changed 
his shop. That is to say, he is 
now o ciating at the Vaudeville 
instead of Terry's Theatre. The 
transference of the genial youth 
to the former house has in no 
way affected his liveliness. He 
is identically the eame boy we |) _ 
all so much admired at Terry's. =~ 
To say that his position isa .\,< 
permanent one would be going 
a little too far, but it w be 
assuredly safe to assume that 
The New Boy will continue to amuse so long as his employers like 
to keep him in their bills. oe 


THE hokey-pokey man, and the ice cream merchant from Saffron 
Hill, are once again to be seen vending their cooling and seductive 
ware to the small boy of the city and suburbs. There can be no 
further question about the complete arrival of spring. 


THE gentleman who asserts that he saw A. SLOPER rec llega 
sar Bare in Battersea last Friday is grievously mistaken. e 
incident took place last Thursday, 


s 
On, naughty, naughty Glasgow! An eminent firm of print- 
sellers there have been actually obliged to withdraw from their 
windows photographs of “classical” pictures by Sir Frederick 
Leighton and other illustrious artists, owing to the obstruction 
caused by the eager crowds who -thronged the pavement. We 
didn't think it of you, Glasgow, really ! 


THE great Democratic Budget which has been so much boomed 
by a section of the Radical press is at last,before the British public, 
liam 


Sir Wil- 


theincome 

spe te lle 
a 8 
Hadical sup- 
porters more 
than would 
re any- 
ning else. 
This is most 


certainly a 


thing that causes A, SLOPER anxiety is the extra duty on beer and 
spirits. This will, of course, affect “‘ Unsweetened.” And whatever 
affects “ Unsweetened ” affects the Eminent A. SLOPER, as arepre- 
sentative of the public, protests against this increased taxation on 
spirits, More will be heard from him on the subject anon. 


40 ton on B =o me. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR VOR THE WERE ENDING STH Mar, 1894 
— 


20th April, 1890.—Great excitement was caused off Chelsea 
this day by the appearance in the river of three or four whales of 
considerable size. Hundreds of people on the banks watched them, 
and many boats put off in the hopes of capturing them. Porpoises 
have often been seen higher than London Bri but it is believed 
that this is the first time on record that whales have found their 
way above Gravesend. One of the whales was quite twenty feet 
long, his back and tail showing well out of the water. Tho 
passengers on the Duke of Cambridge steamer had an exceptionally 
view, and the captain said that never in his experience had 
e been compelled to look out for “whales ahead.” The tide was 
almost at the flood and had been running up strongly. 


30th April, 1886.—Under this date Raikes gives an account 
of the deliberate suicide of a Paris workman who suffocated him- 
self with charcoal. He was found seated at a table, on which lay 
his watch and a paper whereon, “for the benefit of satones,” the 
Labtomeagdhe gr yoke described awe 2 after minute the ual 
progress ing agony. 8 8 Raikes, 
* are detailed to the last, so that it almeet cpeaars aa mabraiins 
from the tomb ; but it is evident that this species of suicide is one 
of a most painful description.” 


lst May, 1668.—Pepys writes, under this date :— “To th 
King's ee and there saw the Surprizall, and a disorder te 
the pit by its raining in from the cupola at the top.” 
2nd 1675.—This was born at St. Lawrence, 
Rangate Rtchard Joy, the oe man of Kent. During the relgn ot 
William III. he enjoyed such an extraordinary —— for his 
one nas of — he Soars e name ed 
pson. Among ig performances, were ing 
inst a strong horse, breaking a ro; le of t 
and lifting to t Loner 7 seca il 


3rd 1890,—A from Hartford of this states 
that Hicnest bcrecan, cl thet alte, sactona anbonunt so heet ert days, 
but became insane on the twenty-first he Ages was then an inmate 


Bioee e ohe tock g but water for six or seven weeks 
he could not be induced to take food, and died from starvation. 


4th 1839.—A of this date : “A gentle. 
man a few da wortioed Sor a wile, and wee ly 


correspondence was carried on, 
he proposed as the en t seemed likely to suit hi: 

the meeting should be fixed at that place. He arrived nssording ¢ 

his sppcemament, but not finding the lady, as he had expel, dis. 

te n wots > Tove Cottage, the fabled habi m of his 


sh: . Resistance was fruitless, 
away he ran, followed by his adversaries, but he finally was 


a pe 
scholars, waiting for his departure, and a chaise was brought up t 
the door, but, Oy about a quarter ot nas ay he 


Sth , 1851.—Charles Stilt, acle tomimist, died this 
aber ee 


THE “VARIETY” WITH A VARIATION. 
In a city of England a ler stayed, 
And one evening—for he was a fun-loving blade— 
llis way with a random companion he made 
To that loved-of-society 

That place where rich gallant and blue-blooded dame 
Laud the lovely artistes with their loudest acclaim, 
That not unknown in the records of fame, 

hich is called the “ Variety ” Theatre. 


Now, the Scot ne'er before on a ballet had gazed, 
And his brain bewildered, und dazed and amazed, 
.\s he watched how the fair ones their tootsicums raised 
In that pink-of-propriety theatre. 
And his head to his comrade ere long he did bend, 
And sagaciously whispered, “Guid sakes, ma guid friend ! 
Tell me, dinna ye think that this place sud be ken'd 
As the ‘ Kick-var(ra-h)1&(e)Ty ’ Theatre?” 


AS THEY rent ; noose. = 
OF course, twenty years coul poss! ve my ame 
but things Garencueienecha pitch, what with Exzployers' nions, 
eight-hour days, bi; salaries and “ perks "—— 

t was like this. master of the house had to go to the City 
by the 9.27. When dh ae the street door at 9.13—it is four 
minutes’ walk to the jon—it was tumbling down in bucketfuls. 

“Jamb the rain!” he growled, for it just struck him that the 
only hat he had to go out in was comparatively a new one. He 

angrily at frowning nature for some seconde, sniffed irritably, 

and turned to the hall-stand. Of course, not a solitary brolly left 
—boys had taken ’em when they started for school, Just then the 
new J aac <7 came up the stairs. 

“ Oh—er—Shiffwick, can you lend me an umbrella!” 

“I'm sorry to say I can't, sir.” 

“1 don't mind it’s being shabby—or—or—any particular colour, 
any sort will do?” 

1 haven't one of any sort, sir.” 

“ Dear, , but—er—you owght to have an umbrella—everybody 
ought in this country.” 

“Well, I've had plenty, sir, at one time and another, but I'm sich 
Te re ee cromleeneeee eae 

e did not chide her upon the ground of e: lor, being 
tar ern oa life he was very quick to realize the sockat 

van' 6 Bu ler; no, he merely gave a jy AL 
Gdcchad forte into the pallens doveapeats Set 


——— 


SPITEFUL OF HIM. 

SHE was one of those ever lovely heroines of opera bouffe, an‘! 
she had just declined the honour of his affection with a skill and 
womanly softness which incessant practice for so many years had 
rendered simply perfect. He swallowed down his disappointment 
as best he might, and then, in a broken voice, he exclaimed. 
“Great heavens ! this is heredity with a vengeance! You refused 
my grandfather, you also refused my father, and now you have 
thrown me uver! 1 only hope that, for the enke of the past, y0U 
will spare my son when his turn comes to worship at your altar. 


oe 


Ewevy Wednesday. Twmopence- 


JUDY. 
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MIND YOUR (M.)P.’S AND CUES. a 
tere ee ve watching 


WE are sorry 


to see 
That there's 
on the ta 
A proposal for 
watching 
ie merry 


there should 


M.P.’smight 
rin 


Though the watchers will oft be upset, we're 
In a nation that's free, A nice thing ‘twill be 
If people start vetwing the British M.P. 
m 


When this tip Members The bi big D 
Is sure to be iny the sonbnned BCP ane . 
i eaanenee Seeeeeeeee 


A STOLEN PROPOSAL. 
“MARIAN,” he sai ly, as they stood together in the 
jeepening twilight, “Marian—may I call you Marian?—I have a 
uestion to ask you, epee upon your answer to which depends 
he whole happiness of my future career—nay, op Bac life itself.” 
The crimson blood mounted to the fair girl's cheeks, and a si 
it almost sounded like one of relief—escaped her, but s 
vurmured encouragi: 


ed Marian, and your— 
r—your and iimiability, pie aat gst 
virtues have won my mating respect.” 

n softly, after a rather engthy ere 
yes, of couree—that is—I should say— 


“ Well, Marian, 

can keep silence no 

nger. Llove you, Ma 
ou with 


y very 
1, Marian, my heart 
its in rhythm to your 
vme, Marian, Marian, 
arian, and naught but 
our favourable 


»wncasteyes. Then tak- 
+ her hand caressingly 
ree his own, he con- 
nued : 


ly, but think w 
wjuent, Marian. 1 cannot tell of my devotion in aught but the 
tinest terms, but I 5; from the heart, Marian, the heart that 
only yours, love, and if I can only persuade you, love, to—er— 
—if 1 can only persuade you, love, to—to—— 
red. His eloquence had failed him. 

Marian ; “‘if you can only——’” 
uade you to—to—oh, confound it !—I 
Marian, but—er—er——” 
mean, Arthur,” she said, whilst the 


“that’s what 1 meant to say, 
in fact.” 


hed!” he exclaimed. “Who'd have thought of 
ur getting hold of that book, now? And | thought I'd got the 
ru's proposal off so pat, too.” 

——_@—_— 
GIRLS OF THE 
Liza Kian 


“FRIV.” 
Ne 


SUFFICE to say 
that yester- 


iy. 
\\ From Wilkinso 
of the pes | 

R.A. 


SY may, 

N) But the Royal 

tom 5; 7 Aquari-um), 

x -/- There came last night 

© a note polite, 

Which Wilkinson in prose 
did write, 

‘} But whose purport I'll in verse 


n 
If the Muse’s aid will come. 


“My dear Miss Klann,” the mis- 
: sive ran, 
4 “We've got on foota glorious plan 
To give Britannia’s millions an 
Extremely gorgeous treat. 
We'll soon devise, oh, lovely Lize! 
A Beauty Show of mammoth size, 
And for the brilliant Beauty Prize 
Let all fair girls compete! 


“Nay,all but one! For by the sun 
And all the stars that ever shon’, 
1 vow to you we cannot run 

That ty Show, unless 
You'd staunchly swear to not be there ; 
For, if the world’s:chief beauty care 
To press her c! no other fair = 

Will dare such claim to press! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


Santa Cruz, TENERIFE, March 2ist, 1894. 

Dear WreEcK,—I takethe liberty of sddreskig you (or undressin 

you) according to the state in which this may find you, to as 
perm: to name twelve houses recently built in the City on 
os. uniering-pot System, after Hp dank a a shows 
Court,” subject, of course, to the permission 
hereafter to be obtained from the owners of focal ge with the 
exception of Nos, 11 and 12, which are inhabited and owned by 
two of your subscribers, who pd wait Seed authority to get out 
the tar and set to work. The following is a list of the proposed 
titles of each swamp, and trust same will moet with your approval : 


No, 1. Imposing looking building - - - ~- Mildcow Mansion, 
» % Same style, but moreleaky- - - - » Castle. 
” < Jae taped, bak meses eictians - es » Hall. 
ry Same q' y - - - - - ° Grange, 
» §& Tonelowerr - - - - 2 ee House. 
» 6 Kame = © + +e og (Villa 
» % Intwo - 5 f= ef eee » Retreat. 
» §& Semi-tonclower - - - - "5 « o» Rest, 
« 9 Common or ganien building - . » Cottage 
» 10, Improved Filter - - - + es » View. 
» ll. Buperior sieve - - - + + « » Court, 
» 12. Roofed with our patent rain-proof grating - » Lolge 


If by any chance you have stowed away in your dust-bin or in 
any other safe place where you usually keep your works of art. n few 
busts of your noble self without the umbrella or bottle, 1 should feel 
obliged if you would send me four, one for each corner house, 80 
as to give our alley an air of respectability. Trusting you will 
“gee your way” to go a buster in this instance, I remain, dear old 
Wreck, yours Mildewy, TENERIFA, 


— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No, 215.—Hg nas DEALINGS WITH A PLUMBER. 
A MONTH ago the Wobbler's wife 
Said soothingly, “ My love! my life! 
Be Lang sniff my smelling-bottle ! 
I bring the news that off thy dot 'll 
Be like to drive thee!” But, although 
She thus essayed to ease the blow, 
Yet SLOPER's soul within him sank 
Like boys who bathe in summer : 
Fora in “The Sloperies ” tank 
Required the measly plumber ! 


A week agp tenes days cightcen 
The plumber on the job had been) 
The plumber ceased his Lae. tag he freak 


And, Pistol-like, “devoured the leak.” 
Whereon, ee hisenwe li — 


ps—nh, 
There sli the word “Goldarn!” And he, 
Like Bartolo the mountebank, 
Wasa“ ocholy mummer”: 
For thirty pounds—oh, robbery rank |— 
Was the debit of that plumber ! 


n water rank a carcass eank— 
Than door-nail deader, dumber. 
A. SLOPER in “ The Sloperies” tank 
Had drowned that plaguy plumber ! 


oe 


PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 
THIRD INSTALMENT. 


Some racing men are just like “sho gs” you get at the 
= “ag You can't tell whether they're good or bad till 
re broke. 
at thing is small do not scorn it. We have known men 
who could a whole fleck ef buttertlies buzzing about them 
turned out of their very beds by a much smaller insect—one 


classed pulew irritans, 

A man in Yorkshire himself to a bed-post by his braces. 
The coroner's jury, who'd probably “been there before, many a 
time, vege a time,” came to the conclusion that “the deceased 
came to his death by coming home and mistaking hinwelf 
for his trousers.” 

Don't 
knows 
break he made when reading the lessons the other Sunday morning. 
— ; “——and Esau sold his message for a birth of potwright!” 

ul! 

There are far more incorruptible le in the world than is 
poly believed. We know a an Whe has scarcely a rap to 

lees himself with, who owns a corn that he would not allow you 
to tread on for the world ! 

News comes from the country that there will be a fine and large 

undertaker 


ae of perce ay en year. Now, will the wily 
a 


MINE OWN FAMILIAR FRIEND. 
(* Yea, even mine own familiar friend, whom I trusted."—THE PSALMIST.) 


might o'er us roll, 

1 dreamed that nought could rend 
The bond which bound us soul to soul, 
Mine own familiar friend ! 


But now that whilom wealth has fled, 
And want's black brand I mourn, 

Who first averts his haughty head 
From where I weep forlorn? 

Who, blind te former gains, is firat 
To loathe and reprehend 

The generous faults he lauded crst ? 
Mine own familiar friend ! 


Recede, recede, O thankless world ! 
O suffering heart make pause ! 
Ye worms within my grave-mould curled, 
Gena day Chien Read enc at easht 
lay thine upon me, 
*Twere well his life should end 
Who has lived to curse, with latest breath, 
His own familiar friend ! 


eect 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

OvGut to be Well-Lighted : Day-less Theatre. 

THE hell-dog Cerberus resembles the “ HALF-HOL1DAY.” It had 
three 'e’ds ; and has not “SLOPER ” a Leader Ed., a Sporting Ed., 
and a Fighting Ed.? 

A MET-AFORE-ICAL Allusion : “ Didn't I see you somewhere last 

gid Note: SLOPER dresses his head in a decidedly curious 

's)tile. 
( HEN is the Night Policeman a Relieving Officer? When he 
relieves you of your watch and chain. 

“ Love's Labour Lost,” quo’ Shakespeare. And it is labour lost 
if you don't get loved in return. 


ve way to nervousness. A peor young curate SLOPER 
down in Kent, is still kicking himself for a shocking - 
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HIS LITTLE GIRL. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

JOuN TREVOR for a moment was stunned at the announcement 
of his then he recovered his normal coolness, and, with 
a laugh, said : 

“Tam ghd I 
did not follow 
my firstimpulse, 
Jim H e, 
and fling you 
downstairs, I 
would have 
missed an op- 
Foceenity ot rea- 

ising how big 
lie you could tell 
when you ect 
you to it. 
So J am married, 
am 1?" 


“y ou are 
mar: ” paid 
H le, with 
surly emphasis. 


“Somewhat 
curious that 1 
have no recol- 
lection of the 
circumstance,” 
said 


\ 

John Trevor for a moment was stunned. 
some __ recollec- 
tion of it, and have reason—if all storics be true—not to forget 
it. My case appears to be different. I can’t call to mind any of 
the circumstances.” 

“ You ought te be glad to have someone to recollect it for you,” 

Jim Hardcole. 


“ What do you mean?” 

“Well, it would be an ugly thing if it had been entirely forgotten 
and Ls cary / resulted. Strikes me, Jack Trevor, you don’t seem to 
take kind like to the announcement. Sorry to spoil your happi- 
meme ron know, but a sense of duty and all that—eh ?’ 

Q k here, Jim Hardcole, I might get into a passion at your 
absurd assertion that | am aarriel, and would, probably, but for 
the fact that it would do no good. It is better not to kick you 
downstairs, but to wait patiently to see what game you 
are up to. Proceed, and let 
me hear the full extent of 
your lie.” : 

“It ain't no lie, Mister 
Trevor—it’s downright truth 
1 am telling you. You was 
ma. at Cape Town five 
years and three months ago, 
as sure as I stand here.” 

“ And the lady?” 

“Was the somtee oe 
slip of a girl owned by Phil 
Ranee !" 


“ Phil Ranee!” 

“ Aye, Phil Ranee—as wild 
a gambler as I was——” 

“Fully ; more honest, 
though,” said Jack. 

“But hardly more respect- 


able.” 

“Far more respectable. 

sr ge doesn't go by 
N clothes. You wereaskunk !” 
“ By heavens, Jack Trevor, 
* 1'llhave nomore of this! lll 
hurt you—I'll tell that you 
are ied to a gumbler’s 
daughter, and that you are 
meditating Lc 

“Calm yourself, Hardcole, 
keep calm. rve your 
wrath till you are kicked, 
which you are likely to be, 
but not till you have revealed the whole of your romance, hen 
did this tak: i“ 


e place? 
“ A fortnight after you resigned from the Cape Mounted Police,” 
gid needle aa = 

“That is absurd, You know I was in bed the second weck after 


resigned, sic’ 
“The doctor called it 


jim-jams., It was while you had the blue 


lo. 
l fps will find it no laughing matter if you marry again, though, 
ou. 
O were the circumstances?" 
“You remember I was nursing you—though you ain't very 
. Phil Rance was down on his luck, He had dropped near 
all his money at Mulroon- 
ey’s saloen. He came in 
to see you one night when 
you was and while 
there, was cursing his luck 
and threatening to shoot 
himself. He said he would 
have done it long ago but 
for his little girl; she had 
no one to look after her. 
I gave him a drink of 
whisky to cheer him up. 
After a time he suddenly 
umped to his feet. * Look 
ere, Hardcole,’ said he; 
‘that sick chap, Trevor, 
has plenty of money, 
hasn't he?” I mention 
that you had Just come - 
into a fortune.’ 


. “Then Ranee 
burst out, ‘It would make 
my little girl safe if she 
were married to him; 
then I'd blow out my 
brains content’!” 

“Nice rson for a 
father-in-law, and an 
equally nice person for a 
nurse, 1 must say,” said 
Jack Trevor. “I sup) 
yoa Pha to get something for your share of the transac- 
tion?’ 

“Yoa, I was to 
of it,” answered 


Threatening to ehoot himecif. 


t something ; but it is now I am to get most 
rdcole, in an assuring manner, 
(To be continued newt wee!) 
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LIVING IN HOPES. 


THE “F.0.8" PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 357.—Mr. Comyns Cann, F.0.S. 
“Mr. Carr is one of those celebrities whose excessive 


modesty is newspaper interviewer's bane; indced, of 80 ae 

retiring a d tion is our hero, that it is a source of con- Shoeblack. Yes, sir; fiftecu years ago I swore to play Hamct on the stage of this wery theatre, before 1 was 

siderable © in these days when brag and bluster rule the thirty. e 

roast, how on earth he managed to make a name for himself Swell, Poor fellow! And you are only a shoeblack still. “Is this egg fresh, waiter?” “Yes, sir; arrived from 

at all! Certainly, not by puffing his own talents, or allowing Shoedlack, Yes, sir; but yer uever knows yer luck. I sha‘n't be thirty for another six months yet. Germany this morning.” 
anyone else to perform that very common operation. Though : 

we have begged and implored Mr. Carr to give us a brief outline 

of his career, he has refused ; politely, it is true, but none the A MYSTERY SOLVED. > 


ly ‘blind’ 
Gver I'l 


“ It ain'ta bit o’ use bein’ downhearted, mate. 
“You're surely not going on to the stage in that condition ?” Why, it was years afore I could get my picters 
“Of coursh Iam—hic! Theresh nothing likesh throwing a bit on the walls; but there, when you have been 

of realism into one's character—hic |—aud ain't I the drunkeush at the bisness as long as me, you may get on as “Qut o° work, are ? Well, there's half a sovereign for you. If yuu 
villainsh of the piece?” well as I have, who knows.” manage to pass in » fortnight, you'll have worked pretty bard.” 
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“Yus! {t's a pi 
er see, Tm atte 
pt any iron as wa 


